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By THE PaRTy ON THE SPOT. 
Wednesday.—Went over to see the finish of the second {test- 


match. Big victory for the Australians. Hooray! Good luck to 
‘em! Just as it should be. If the Britons had won both 1st and 
2nd where would the “‘ gate ” for No. 3 be? 


GAME ! 


Oh, cricket is a noble game 
(Or “ no ball,’ Jones might call it !) 
But—one must own—a lot of “‘ blame’ 
Vicissitudes befall it. 
We've lost the test-match No. 2— 
Well, curb resentment ye’sty, 
For—though we've lost a test-match— 
Is going to be testy ? 


Got back in time to help the Salvation Army say good-bye to 
General Booth (temporarily, of course). The good-bye they gave 
was such a large one that they had to hire the Albert Hall to do it 
in. Afterwards to a jolly good feed with a lot of ragged and hungry 
urchins at the Guildhall. 


Thursday.—Just ran over and congratulated Mrs. Gladstone on her 
86th birthday, and then, joining the royal party at Chatsworth, 
studied the entries for the Spring Handicap. 


Friday.—Last day of Royalty at Chatsworth. Saw to the pack- 
ing and distributed ‘‘tips.’”’ Also engaged compartment for T.R.H.; 
saw that footwarmers were hot and luncheon baskets filled. Then 
ran over to Cairo to have a look at things there. Great bustle 
going forward—troops going forward, too, presently— but some dis- 
position to prevent correspondents going forward. Told Cromer and 
Kitchener that sort of thing wouldn’t do, and expect some altera- 
tion will soon be made in consequence. Came back in time to be 


who 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answer 
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unless accompanied by 














able for any contributions, artistic or literary, 
a stamped and addressed envelope 


present at conference of Science and Art teachers. Some ‘ nasty 
ones”’ for South Kensington cropped up in course of the evening. 


Saturday.—Over to Paris for a ‘Saturday to Monday.’”’ Took a 
run to Auteuil and saw a game of footer between English and 
French teams. The Gauls played up well, but the Britons, straight 
off the journey and not very “ fit,”’ managed to stave off defeat. 


A MATCH. 


They banged the leather to and fro 
In friendly emulation, 

On Auteuil’s muddy field, to show 
Who’s Fortune’s “ favoured nation.” 

And, though the palm of merit must 
To England’s team be meted, 

The Frenchmen were—to be quite just 
Not Auteuil-ly* defeated ! 


Dined with the London Branch of the Institute of Journalists. 


Monday.—Started the Esterhazy trial for them. Very funny! 
Solemn and imposing Court takes its seat with its mind already 
made up! Went over to Berlin in course of the day, and helped 
2,000 women to appeal against the ways of the local police (much 
good may it dothem!) Afterwards saw H.R.H. and the Duke of 
York safely to Prince Christian’s place. Then down to York to hear 
Mr. Storey and Lord Charles ‘‘ argue’’ with small effect ; across to 
Manchester to hear Mr. Balfour, and up to the London Institution 
to hear Mr. F. C. Selous. Back to Paris and bed. 


Tuwesday.—Was very pleased to hear first thing this morning 
that the dear, kind Sultan had given Kaiser Willie a nice, little 
testimonial. Was also glad to hear that the ‘‘mother lode”’ of 
Klondyke had been discovered. That sort of thing is always so 
pleasant and satisfactory—to the Johnnies who find it. Having 
taken a trip to York, saw some fun with Keir Hardie on a trolly. 
Comic to see him wheeled right away as he attempted to address 
the crowd. Also had another hour or two with Mr. Balfour in East 
Manchester at the Drill Hall, Ardwick. Had previously seen 
Esterhazy acquitted; and, having heartily congratulated him on his 
escape from deadly peril, hurried home to the a of our Law 
Courts. Well, well, Law is Law all over the world (more or less). 


LAWYER DON'T BAY 80! 


The Law has opened shop again, 
Removed the shutters ; 
That hungry lawyers may obtain 
Their breads and butters ; 
Their mission, as one recollects 
3etween the pauses, 
Is just to collar our effects 


And try our causes. THE SPorrer. 


*It is conjectured that I mean “ utterly "!—Sprorren. 
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FANCY COSTUME BALL INANITIES. 
Very Fierce Knight in Armour (to Cavalier).—“1I understand, Sir, that you have been heard to remark that I remind you of a tin of 


potted lobster!” 
C.—*‘ No, Sir; I said tinned salmon.”’ 


K. I. A. (cocling down).—“ Oh, that’s all right. I don’t mind tinned salmon, but I draw the line at potted lobster!" 

















Very Pinaforey; Or, They All Love Jack. 
(With apologies to Mr. W. S. Gilbert.) 
(Curtain’rises on the High Street of an inland town. The scenery 


is liberally and conservatively decorated with bunting. Enter Miss 
Polly Ticks‘dressed as Little Buttercup.) 


Sona.—Little Buttercup :— 


I’m Lib’ral and Tory, 
I've honour and glory, 
And seats for the men who can pay— 
My finger just itches, 
To clutch at their riches, 
So pay up, my hearties, come pay. 
I've placards and banners, 
I've Ceamiiies manners, 
I've soft soap and blarney galore. 
So pay up, dear cronies, 
In ‘‘ monkeys” and ‘ ponies,” 
And win me—I cannot say more! 


For I’m called Little Buttercup, etc. 


(Enter Sir Christopher Furness disguised as a Longshoreman of the 
deepest dye.) 
Sir C. k.—‘ H’m—my dear Polly, I . 
Polly (stiffiy).—‘‘ And who may you be, sir? Polly, indeed!” 
Sir C. #.—"1? Oh, I am a most respectable and willing man, 
highly recommended by Sir William Harcourt.” 
Polly.—* Have 1 





u ever been to sea?” 











Sir OC. F'.—‘' I have been to the sea-side.”’ 
Polly.—‘‘ Oh, have you much money ?”’ 
Sir C. F.—‘ Beyond the dreams of Sir Walter Besant.” 
Polly (throwing herself into his arms).—‘ Then, I am yours.”’ 
(Enter Lord Charles Beresford disquised as the Captain of the 
Pinafore.) 
Lord C.B.—“ Belay there !”’ 
(hey belay.) 
Lord C. B.—‘ Shiver my timbers, but these are nice goings on, 


Polly !” 


Polly.—‘‘ And who may you be?” 
Lord C. B.—* Listen.” 


Sona.—Lord C. B.:— 


I am the Captain of the Condor bold, 
And a right good captain, too! 
I am very, very brave, 
And the way that I behave, 
Should be pleasing, miss, to you. 
Though related to a peer, I am fond of you, my dear, 
And I’ll hope you’ll be my bride— 
I’ve a way that’s all my own, 
And to fail I’m never known— 
And I’m never, never thrust aside ! 
Polly.— What, never ? 
Lord C. B.— No, never! 
Su C. F.— What, not at Birmingham ? 
Lord C. I Well, hardly ever 
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I'll do my best to satisfy you all— 
And I’m sure I can’t say more! 
I’m a sailor bold and bluff, 

) And you'll like me well enough— 
i When you've got to know me more. 
Bad language or abuse, I never, never use 

Whatever the constituence— 
Though “‘ bother it ’’ I may 
Occasionally say— 
I never use a big, big D! 


Polly.— What, never ? 

Lord C. B.— No, never! 

Sir C. F.— What, not at Birmingham ? 
Lord C. B.— Well, hardly ever ! 


Polly (gazing from one to the other).—‘‘I shall take the Captain” 
(and she did). . 


(Curtain. } 


Flowery Language. 
(The Scilly Island flower season is in full swing, the early blooms 
being remarkably good. } 
“THE flowers that bloom in the spring,’ tra la! 
In Scilly in winter appear ; 
So Spring must have cast her gay wing, tra la! 
O’er there long before she comes here! 


We Gas It Is. 


Muggins.—‘‘I believe gas is very 
unhealthy.’’ 
Huggins.—‘‘ I’m certain it is. The 


thought of the enormous bill I have to 
pay for it has made me quite ill.” 


Plymouth’s Elect. 
ALAS, poor Guest! you are not with us, 
As Mendl, Hebrew name, implies. 
Mix’d Plymouth! Tory Clarke from 











Peckham, 
And Mendl, Rad.! It’s no surprise. 


=r 


of Fare Words. 


Boarder.—‘‘ It’s very strange, madam, | 

but I never suffered from indigestion | 

before I came here.”’ | 
Boarding-house Keeper (witheringly). 


—<—<—$——— — 


——— | 
“No; I don’t suppose you ever had | 
enough to give you indigestion before | 
you came here!”’ 

‘ 
; Well, Well! 
First Man.—“ Sharple is a well-made 
man, isn’t he? ”’ 
Second Ditto.—‘ Yes; he is made like 
a well; he’s so confoundedly deep! ”’ 
on, — : 


What He Was. | 


“Yes,” hesighed, ‘‘I made the greatest 
. mistake in my life when I got married. I 
never thought my wife would have turned 
; out as she has.” 

“May I ask what you are, sir?”’ in- 
quired some one. 

“ A professional physiognomist ! ”’ 





— 
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How He Took It. 


Mrs. Gorger (excitedly): ‘‘Oh, James, 
the cook has eloped with our son 
Charlie! ”’ 

Mr. G. (groaningly): “ Awful! Shock- 
ing! Terrible! Never s! 
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Miss Cashintun (of uncertain age, about to be married for her money). 
worries me, and th 
Friend (vricw 


FUN. 


His Reason ; 
OR, * LOVE ME, LOVE MY DOG.” 
A MAN with a bow-wow, a cove 
Who handled a Vote and who knew it, 
Exclaimed, with a swagger, ‘‘ By Jove, 
These scoundrelly fellows shall rue it, 
Such folk must be foes to the State, 
Their hearts must be flinty and froggy 


Who, while they of Liberty prate, 
Continue to muzzle my doggy. 


‘Such men must have gizzards of stone, 

Their conduct defies nomenclature, 
Who ventilate claims of their own 

Yet venture to flout doggish nature. 
All eager for freedom they are, 

For popular rights they are fighting, 


— Yet Towser they straightway debar 


From his natural privilege—biting. 


‘‘Home Rule, Local Veto, ‘ and all,’ 

We’ll swallow the lot like a bolus, 
Though ruin the country befall, 

Our hated opponents shall poll us. 
Despite all remark or abuse 

My duty is plain, that I vow, Sir, 
The country may go to the deuce, 

I’ll vote for the comfort of Towser.” 
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Two Johnnies! 


A “SCENE” IN A TRIO AND A 
DUET. 
TRIO. 
Russia, FRANCE, AND GERMANY (WATCH- 
ING CHINA ‘‘ OFF ”’). 


Russia. See here, I'll up and knock 
him down- 


France. And I will do the rest— 
Germany. While I will give a regal 
frown, 


And jump upon his chest ! 
Russia. His pocket I will gaily pick— 


France. I'll snatch his jewellery— 
Germany. And to his wardrobe I will 
stick, 


To wear in Germany. 
ALL :— 
Yes, to his property we'll stick, 
{nd mock the British tar 
Of all the world we are the pi k, 


Ve are, we are, we are! 


Russia. I do not care for British 
might- 

France. Of course we do not care 
Germany. Ah, Britain’s in a_ parlous 
plight, 

Of that I’m well aware! 
Russia. Allied we ought to scoop th 
pools 
France Of that there's not a doubt— 
Germany. No longer we'll be Britain’s 
tools: 
That game is quite played 
out ! 
ALL :— 


No longer we'll be Britain’s tools, 
Such ‘‘ignomy ’’ we bar— 

We're wise amid a world of fools, 
We are, we are, we are! 


Tiussia. To threats, of course, we shal! 
not list’ ! 

France. A threat won't frighten me! 

Germany. Behold, I shake the ‘‘ mailéd 
fist” 


I made in Germany! 
Russia. Lay on, my lads, forall you're 


worth— 

France. Lay on, in manner rough— 
Germany. And we, the salt of all the 
earth, 

Will never ery “ Enou 
ALL :i— 
Wie e the I eeu 
Search | near, and far; 
We're all tha tand 10 t and 
worth 


We are, We are, we are! 
(They retire up stage.) 


(Enter China and John Bull.) 


Durr (JoHN BULL AND CHINA), 
Bull. My friend, you seem in sor: 
distress— 
China. Exactly! Woe is me! 
Bull. Your difficulty I can guess— 
China. I'm fairly up a tree ! 
Bull. You thought that Russia was 


your friend 

You see how Russian friend- 
ships end 

On me alone can you depend ! 


China. And that too late I see. 
But, friend, my need is very 
great 
Bull. No doubt, ny bi ed ne 
d ubt ! 
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THAT’S IT. 


‘Let's see, Sir; you’re stout and bitter, and the other gent’s stout and mild. Ain’t that it, Sir?” 


China. My enemies around me Bull. Well that amount I hold! 
throng— China. With sixteen millions I am 
And might is right and right freed—. 
is wrong—_ Bull. Exactly, so I’m told! 
And China’s going for a China. If someone would those mil- 
sé 9 9 ; 
oa _ “song”! lions lend, 
Bull (aside). H’m! not while I’m about! All China would, you may 
This thing, my friend, shall depend, ° 
Ea never be— For ever be that someone’s 
China. Ah, me, I fear it will! friend ! 
Bull. Who’s Russia, France, or Bull (producing baa of money). Well, 
8 aw . .9 \ : : : 
my: Germany : ; Johnnie, here’s the 
China. They'll take it very ill ! gold 
, ? Pie . 
Bull. Ah! they may take it as they — 
— : (Pas de Fascination for two.) 
Small fry to tackle such a (Pas de Mortification for three.) 
. pike f , ae 
The time has come for you to (Curtain. | 
; ‘strike ”’ ia 
China But who will pay the bill ? 
: THE Route to KionpikE. — “ The 
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“THE ONLY QUESTION 


HAST.”’—Daily Paper. 





APITAL THAN FOR PQUADRONS. 
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TWO JOHNNIES! 


CHINAMAN (LOQ.).--“ME LIKE YOU MUCHEE, JOHNNY BULL.” 


Far EAST IS THAT OF THE CHINESE LOAN. THE CONQUEST OF CHINA IS A MATTER FAR MORE FOR 


OF THE : aS a = a ‘ , 
WELCOME THIS METHOD OF PROTECTING BRITISH INTERESTS IN THE FAR 


ALL PARTIES ARE READY TO 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 20.) 


a testes ————— 








| wi 
4 





Jott 


diske Hg tendates 
a i a eee 


= “ 


+ Ste ne ~ - 
Se et ee a 


ab ah mab 
eer 


rs 


ee ne ae 
Oar, ee 


5 aS 


a 
ee ee 





Ne pee Bs 


sine | =e = See he 
e awh» Na ce ah dann tay A ag Dogs 
SET LS. Ot aa DREN B ERE OD 


“pete oat 


? e. 
iene aga eer weiner ine tee see ~ -maite-hinepenats <nemenasrenlinne pe 


ot Ns 


2 Sees toe ee 
co Ppa teat 











Se * =) ge 
OF ie aa ae $m) . a ated 


at repr enema age 


a 
‘ Ex 








+ - “ * 
er a es 


en A AID Ne lh Ne 
‘ — 
ae . 


= a in 
Se A le A SCRA AS ty = te on ~ 
— 
—— 


wea 
hi Bs 




















FUN. 


JANUABY 18, 1898. 

















“Spooky ” Spondulicks, Esq. 
No. 4.—THE GREEN-EYED MONSTER. 


Betta Lone came tripping up the stairs as Walter Spondulicks 
gave a last despairing glance at the unrelenting old man. His 
uncle, however, avoided the look, and turned expectantly towards 
the door. 

“* She will detect the change at once and spoil everything,” said 
Walter, angrily. ‘‘ You may be a very clever old man in money 





THROWING HER ARMS ROUND HER SUPPOSED SWEETHEART’S NECK. 


matters, but you can’t know anything about affairs of this sort.” 

‘* But I can imagine, Walter, and if I go wrong I shall have you 
at Mee: to prompt me.” 

‘*Prompt ? I'd do something more than prompt if I had my 
way.” 

** And what's that, Walter ?”’ 

‘Well, ('d——- Oh! I say, come out of my body, there’s a good 
chap, and let’s fight it out before she comes.” 

‘Tush! Don’t be silly! We couldn’t do that; besides it’s too 
late now. She is here!” 

Bella looked charming as she entered the room. So Walter 
thought, and shook his fist in his uncle’s face as he slowly rose to 
greet the newcomer. 

“Why, Walter, you lazy old thing,” she exclaimed, throwing her 
arms round her supposed sweetheart’s neck; “I do really believe 
you've only just finished breakfast. I’m here hours before the 
arranged time I know. We're all going skating in the Park, and 
mamma said I might come and fetch you. And all alone, too. 
Isn't it jolly! Get your skates and come along. Why, Walter, 
what's the matter? You don’t seem particularly pleased to.see me.” 

The suddenness of the attack had completely thrown the old 
man off his guard, and he gazed at the young girl in amazement. 

“Go skating! Do you mean me? People don’t skate at my 
time of life, my dear.” ; 

“‘ Don't be silly, Walter,” said Bella pouting. “I wouldn’t have 
come if I'd thought you didn’t want me. What do you mean by 
* my time of life’?”’ 

** You'll have to go,” chuckled Walter. ‘My body can skate very 
well, if you only have the — to try. Say something nice to her 
or you'll get me into trouble.” 

“ You are certainly a very beautiful and charming young lady,” 
stuttered the old man, “and I’m going to give you one little kiss.” 

The shade of the young man fumed upand down the room. ‘ You 
old idiot !"’ he mustered ; “‘ why didn’t you do it right off without 

ving her warning? I shan’t be able to kiss her for a month of 

undays now. Ah! I thought so!" he exclaimed, as Bella drew 
herself up. 

“It would be an undesirable honour,” she said, cuttingly. “ Mr. 
Walter Spondulicks, I believe you've been drinking spirits. Dis- 
graceful! When you knew J was coming.” 

“Tf she onl 
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“You wretch, make my peace with her or our compact shall end 
for ever.” 

‘“* My very dear young lady,” said James Spondulicks, “‘ you must 
forgive me. I scarcely understand the fairer sex of to-day. You 
are, I suppose, one of the new women. My speech would not have 
sounded strange 70 yearsago. It was the young men who were for- 
ward then, my dear.” ; 

“ How dare you keep this nonsense up?” she exclaimed. ‘‘ A new 
woman? Forward? Am I? I’m glad I’ve discovered your true 
character before it was too late. I'll never speak to you again. No! 
Never! never! never! Give me back my letters this instant, and 
I'll send yours, when—when—I’ve told mamma.” 

The shade of Walter Spondulicks approached the old man 
threateningly. 

“ You’ve made matters ten times worse by your absurd bungling. 
Change places with me and I will try and soothe her.” 

‘¢ Don’t interfere, Walter, between man and—er—sweetheart. I 
stick to our compact. Leave me alone and all will be well.” 

‘“« But she’s going to leave me for‘never! never! never !’—I mean 
ever!” 

“Well! she wouldn’t be the first woman who has changed her 
mind. Her letters and my last willand testament are in the same 
drawer. She’s going to accidentally find the will and forgive you at 
the same time.”’ 

“Now, sir! Am I to have my letters?” cried Bella, angrily. ‘*‘ How 
long do you mean to keep muttering there?” 

“My very dear young lady is 

“I’m not your very dear young lady, and I’ll tell Ted.” 

** Don’t rob me of your priceless letters, my dear?’’ pleaded the old 
man. ‘*What my home will be without them for daily perusal I 
know not!”’ 

“That’s better, uncle! ’’ muttered Walter. ‘* You’re improving.” 

“TI insist on having my letters, Mr. Spondulicks,” said ’Bella 
coldly. 

“Very well, Miss Long. They are in that drawer. If you are in 
earnest, take them. Alas! I have not courage to give you them. 
Here is the key.” 

Bella took the key firmly and opened the drawer. 

“Goodness!’’ she said; ‘‘ I had no idea there wereso many. I 
must make a parcel of them.” 








DRAGGED HIM FORTH. 
Miss 


** Use one of the old leases, song, it will be appropriate. In 
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you know this was here? It’s a ‘will,’ Walter—Mr. Spondulicks, 
I mean—bequeathing to you an immense amount of money.” 

“* My darling Bella—Miss Long, I mean—have you, indeed, found 
my Uncle James’ long-lost will? Then my happiness is secured, 
and I have a confession to make. Knowing that our long engage- 
ment would only—from lack of funds—end unhappily, I have— 
cruel only to be kind—intentionally insulted you to-day in order to 
make you break the betrothal. Will you forgive me?” 

** My dear boy! How unkind and thoughtless I’ve been! ” cried 
Bella, throwing her arms round his neck and kissing him re- 
peatedly. 

** Don’t overdoit, uncle! ’’ exclaimed the shade of Walter Spondu- 
licks ; ‘‘ you’re improving a little too fast, I think. Confound it! I 
say. Shut up!” pes 

**« And you will come skating, Walter?” said Bella. om 

The body answered not, but fell an inert lump back into the 
chair. The influence of Walter Spondulicks had been too great for 
Uncle James, and had dragged him from the fleshly tenement. 

There were two shadows now, vilifying each other, and one empty 
body, which Bella was vainly trying to resuscitate. 

‘** Poor fellow!” she said ; ‘‘he has fainted. The shock has been 
too much for him!” 





“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 

EVERYTHING seems to be coming all right in China, thanks to 
Lord Salisbury. How every patriotic Radical must bless his stars 
—though, of course, he won’t admit it—that the reins of govern- 
ment have not been these last few troublesome years in the hands 
of the leaders of his own party. Good gracious, it makes one hot 
only to think about it! We should by this time either be in the 
midst of a colossal war, or have been humiliated again and again by 
knuckling down to each of the Powers in turn. It is the “‘ power of 
the purse’’ again. We have the money, and so we come in at the 
finish and get our own terms. Did you notice the great sigh of 
relief that went all round the Continent when it was discovered 
that we were not going to “cut up rough”? 

* * * 

The power of the purse helped England in the late crisis to hold 
her own and protect her commerce without spilling one drop of 
blood. On what does this unequalled power of the purse depend ? 
On the wealth and prosperity of the country. On what do they 
depend? On the trade, rrapE, TRADE of the country. And 
that trade the Trade Unions are killing. The mechanics, the 
operatives, the labourers, have the last word nowadays in the 








government of the country. Why do they not rise and proclaim 
from the house-tops that this strife shall cease, that strikes shall 
be abolished, that an Act shall be passed rendering arbitration 
compulsory ? 

*« « * 

If they are certain of the justice of their cause, what have they to 
fear? In a far more democratic country than our own—New 
Zealand—such an Act is in force, and works admirably. Why not 
here? Yet what do we see? It is not the masters but the men 
who say they will not have Government arbitration. Let our trade 
disappear to any permanently large extent, and conscription will 
come automatically. At present we can afford to pay a voluntary 
army, and maintain a fleet so large that invasion is almost im- 
possible. But if we cannot afford these things England will still 
have to be defended, and then it will be each man's duty to do it 
free of charge. 3 

¥ * * 

“Oh, that won't be in our time,” I fancy I can hear the 
mechanic say. Perhaps not. But are the rich to be the only 
altruists? Is the educated working man content that the rich shall 
have all the honour? Has he nothing to give to posterity, as the 
philanthropist gives the magnificent free library, museum, hospital ? 
I'll not believe that our English workers are made in this mould. 
No; all that is needed is that they shall free themselves from the 
thrall of the agitator, who, taking advantage of their thoughtless- 
ness, battens on them and lines his pocket. Once let them under- 
stand that the agitator’s living depends on stirring up strife between 
master and man, and they will put an end to his easy and 
disgraceful pranks. 

* - * 

Look at the Germans. The German working classes are _per- 
meated with Socialism to an extent undreamed of in this country. 
and yet do we hear of Germany being in the throes of a con- 
tinuous and colossal strike? Isolated examples, of course, there are, 
but these are merely ripples on the stream compared with the 
mighty and never-ending torrent of our own labour struggles. 
Why, holding these advanced ideas, do the Germans—why do the 
democratic and devil-may-care American mechanics—still pocket 
their opinions and keep on, hard at it, at their forms, their tables, 
their forges, and their lathes? Because they are wiser than we, 
because they know that they and their capitalists are not rivals, 
but form one concrete whole, which must stand or fall together. 
You don’t find them sending trade out of their country, they know 
that it is not only Capital’s bank account, but Labour’s wages bill, 
that will grow less with every job that is taken away and given to 
some other and more amenable race. 
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Not Made in Germany. | 
[A newspaper printedin Frankforthas | 
published a statement to the effect that | 
the piper-hero of Dargai was of German | 
nationality. ] 
SoME account it as a sin, 
Saying England poorly fares, 
That we let the Germans in 
To supply us with their wares. 
Of the different things they send 
Some have tried to make a list, 
But such labours always end 
In a hopeless mental mist. 
Now, although the Teuton brings 
Many cargoes to our shores, 
There are still some precious t hings 
Not included in his stores. 
When they impudently say, 
With a cheek unmatched before, 
That the hero of Dargai 
Was a German to the core :— 
In their teeth this answer fling, 
Lest our meaning they mistake,— 
British pluck is just the thing 
That the German cannot make! 











Shakespeare Re-writ. 


Now is the Furness of our discontent 
Put out by Beresford’s return for York. 











News from the East. 
THe inhabitants of Kiao-Chau have 
dubbed the FE mperor Wilhelm The 
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Old Blodgens.—‘* Waiter! Cheese, please.” 
‘‘ Yessir! What will you take?” 

“ Gorgonzola, please.” 

‘‘ Gorgonzola s just off, sir!” 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. Jonn Hare has returned to town, and town is very much 
obliged, thank you. He has brought home with him A Bachelor's 
Romance, and everything is nice and comfortable. The Globe has 
been swept and furbished in his honour, and is now as pretty and 
handsome a playhouse as the most exigent could desire. White and 
red in the auditorium, tears and laughter on the stage —what more 
could you want? What of A Bachelor's Romance? Like The 
Professor's Love Story? Yes—and no. Like in the main idea, 

uite unlike in the details. 

In both there is a delightful middle-aged recluse who thinks 
himself past all such bagatelles as love and other trifles of that sort. 
In both he is won back to all that makes life worth living by a little 
slip of a girl, who wheedles her way straight into his heart and 
nestles there and opens his eyes to the glory and the beauty of the 
world, his ears to its music, his soul to the greatness and the 
grandeur of it. But there the likeness ends. ' 

David Holmes, great literary man that he is, suddenly finds him- 
self the guardian of a girl to whom the gates of womanhood are 
already ajar; he does not know quite what to do about it, but she 
soon saves him from any doubts on the matter by expressing her 
resolve not to leave him. Gradually David Holmes finds that he 
has been wearing his hair too long, that his coat is shabby, that 
there are other things in life than sitting in a study delving into 
other people’s books, that the world was well worth studying, espe- 
cially that little world of his own into which he has really only just 
been born. 

And, of course, he falls in love with Sylvia—that is her name— 
though he does not suspect the parlous state of things, but goes on 
in blissful ignorance of the great light that has come into his life, 
until somebody else comes along and asks him, her guardian, for 
Sylvia’s hand. David jumps at once to the conclusion that young 
Harold Reynolds and she understand each other, and, with a great 
big sigh, promises his aid to the confident youth. David does 
more; so anxious is he that Sylvia shall be happy, that, thinking 
she loves Harold, he tells her he wishes her to marry him, without 
giving her much of a chance to express any opinion on the subject. 
Sylvia, thinking that David wishes her to marry Harold, and 
wanting only to please him, consents, and they are engaged. 

But they are not long in finding out their mistake, and, though 
David continues blind to the real state of affairs, and fails to see 
that Sylvia is eating her heart out for love of him, yet we can see 
that things are turning out as they should, and David, redivivus, 
and the maid he loves so well kiss and understand each other at 
last. It is all very charming and dainty and idyllic, and just the 
sort of play to drive away a fit of the megrims, and that is just the 
sort of play that is badly wanted nowadays. 

There is morein A Batchelor's Romance—much interesting 
characterisation and many clever little touches. Among other 
things to please is the transformation of the cynical and blasé and 
rather heartless men and women of the world of the earlier part of the 
play, by the bracing air of the country and its innocent pleasures, 
into happy, hearty, human creatures again. Then there are the 
two young authors who have but one dress suit between them, and 
so time their evenings that one leaves as the other arrives. All 
through, Miss Morton’s piece is enlivened by humorous touches, 
and rendered pleasing by pretty pathos. 

As to the acting, it is perfect. Mr. Hare as David has a part 
after his own heart; he is the dear, lovable, simple chap to the life ; 
it is a portrait made up of an infinite number of light and tender 
touches, welded into an old picture that is delightful. Miss Nellie 
Thorne is deliciously naive, innocent, and girlish as Sylvia. She 
gives to the part that touch of artlessness that requires very 
delicate art to simulate; she is young, simple, charming. Mr. 
Fred Kerr, whose Jedbury, Jun., is not forgotten, plays a scamp, 
ultimately developing into a splendid fellow, in his own finished 
style. MissMona K. Oram and Miss May Harvey play in their usual 





artistic and spirited fashion; Messrs. Frank Gillmore, Gilbert 


Hare, Charles Cherry, and James Leigh are all excellent. 
GOSSAMER. 


Sporting Life is to succeed The Scarlet Feather at the Shaftes- 
bury. When Messrs. Williamson and Musgrove resume possesion 
of the house they wil] produce a version of the French comic opera, 
Madame Quat’ Sous. 


The cabled reports from New York of The Conquerors, which Mr. 
Alexander is to produce at the St. James’s, show that the plot of the 
play is somewhat cerulean in tone. It seems to be a problem play 
set in the exciting surroundings of the Franco-Prussian war. 


The stirring drama, Charlotte Corday, an incident of the French 
Revolution, in which Mrs. Brown Potter and Mr. Kyrle Bellew will 
appear, is to be produced on Friday next at the Adelphi Theatre. 








Tommy to Tynan. 


[Patrick J. P. Tynan says: ‘‘The British Army is composed of 
the off-scouring of British poverty and rascality.””— Morning 
Leader. | 


[While deprecating the strength of Mr. Atkins’s language, we fully 
countenance the warmth of his indignation.—Ep., “ Fun.’’] 


Goop Mister Tynan! gener~us cuss! 
Benevolent, bland, benign ! 

How well you have framed your report on us— 
The elect of the ‘‘thin red line.” 

From Press and Public we’ve gained our share 
Both of praise and of blame, forsooth : 

But it’s you who, in elegant words and rare, 
Have about us declared the truth. 


Oh yes! oh yes! we were all uptrained 
On the Slough of Poverty’s brink ; 

But, if countless gold could be safely gained, 
We would fifty times liefer sink 

Head over heels in an Irish bog 
Than compass the dark deeds done 

By that dirty, dastardly, dynamite dog— 
The notorious Number One ! 


Oh yes! oh yes! we are rascals all— 
Wild harumy-scarum boors ! 

But damn you, sir! do you think we’d crawl 
Down to hell on such tracks as yours ? 

Long linked with leaguers who loved to kill 
Dumb creature and helpless ‘‘ wean,” 

Is it you who your vials of scorn should spill 
On the soldiers of Britain’s Queen ? 


Oh yes! oh yes! we’re off-scourings sheer ! 
But we'd blush with shame to defile 

Our boots (if you cowered amidst us here) 
By kicking a cur so vile. 

Nay, the filth on the scavenger’s fetid clog 
Might the fouler pollution shun 

Of that dirty, dastardly, dynamite dog— 
The notorious Number One! 








Struck Home. 


Laon Engineer.—‘ How long is this ’ere strike going to last 
ill? 

Secon Ditto.—“ Dunno; but this strike is the biggest blow we've 
ever had, mate.”’ 

First Ditto. —“‘ Yes, a fair knock-out.” 
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Delicious and Nutritious. | 


BIRD'S | 
CUSTARD | 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability ot every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 





WO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


Cadbury's 


Cocoa 


| ae Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—FAMILY DOCTOR. 


NO ALKALIES USED. 
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Needham’s’ 
Polishing 
Paste. 


The most reliable preparation for Clean 
and Brilliantly Polishing Brass, Camese, in Britannia Me 
Platinoid, &c. Sold everywhere 








Sole Manufacturers: 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


London Office St. George's House, Eastcheap, E.C. 
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